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the madison review

Puritan Hotel, Barnstable
Kevin Clouther

When Mich . !
Al ::asa:ltand Elame.arrlved at Cape Cod Hospital, Michael didn’
brother had said it B the.sxze of a golf ball in his brother’s head. His "
see Connor’s head Wwas nothing too serious, and Michael was sur, r'is d
Bemih L Clc;mpletely shaven, to find he'd lost nearly tenio; dt y

uld say anything, C . G
rel g, Lonnor :
elayed the facts that Doctor Saramago had gli)‘:zt;irfo };S temple and

. the tumor was

malignant, it needed

= eded to be removed, and the procedure could be danger-
Michael put his hand on the e

so skinny?” he asked.

€«
They don
ont feed me h »
“You look like you’ ere,” Connor said. “My insurance won’t .
youre from the future with thar haircur ” cover it.
rcut.

Connor put his h
d .
again later,” and on his head and shook it.

dge of Connor’s bed. “How did you get

“Outlook hazy. Try

“Can you feel i?” Mj
: ?” Michael
It feels like calculus,” e
“_I’esus, Connor. Why didn't you tell me?”
m twenty-five years old.” He '

still can’t believe j.”
“Who knows?”
“Dad doesn’t know,”
Michael rubbed hijs hand al

were before he sar, He tried to

Ther.e were, he knew, al] sorts

Wias it the small intestine that

ong the sheets 1o se

. g e where ,
Imagine i, Connor’s legs

l:;:'ving a golf ball in his head
Ings about the human bod.y
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tumors weren’t organs or bones. As a child, hed had a book on Louis Pas-
f French soldiers, and the

teur that showed the rabies vaccine as a line o :
rabies as menacing, oversized bugs. It was clear that the bugs had little
business inside the sick boy’s body, and the soldiers bayoneted them hero-
ically. :
“Here’s what I’'m thinking,” Michael said. “I'm thinking we're going t©
get you through this.”
“I'm high as a kite. I should tell you that.”

“I thought they might have you on something.” ‘
“Tranquilizers. 1 begged for them, thinking they'd be stingys

handed them right over.”

“When is the surgery?”

“Two days. It was supposed to b

Michael looked at his watch; he
mentioned an important date or time. H e
knew it seemed a?fected, but the motion had become sc? 1r;stmlc1teu;lr S}tlct a
could rarely stop himself. Michael looked uphamti) [;):l;:; :::11:, g

e no other beds, !

n;il:r;eer;;:i and Me—sat on the bedside table:lt
ed open, but the winter sky was SO ﬁiaz'had
lichting. None of the techn'ology S
. Jectronically ad)ustable beds,
oom. It didn’t seem like a
to live in, either.

«yy/e’ll stay there.”
gh. There’s no 1€

but they

¢ this afternoon.”
had a habit of doing that when anyone

s office found it funny, and he

the spareness of the roo
and a book—Yaz: Baseb
The window curtains were pull
darkened the room’s fluorescent .
associated with hospitals—;heart monitors, €

i ili in the r
television bolted t0 the ceiling—was 10 €

but it didn’t seem like a room
¢ hotel?” Michael asked.

isi ’s enou:
“You visited. That's €

room to die in,
«“\Xhere’s the closes

Connor sat up in the bed.
“You shouldn’ be alone-

son to stay.”
«“\Wed like to stay,
“I’m used to being alone. o
Michael waited for Connof to say SO}r:‘C:hmg
but he didn’t. He sighed and gathered tweh S
leaned forward and rouched the sheets ed
“You shouldn’t be alone,” she repeatec- - ¥
1 abor .
- Pclasstoff 28, but after an
: v
he §)lam(c; :\o e payphon¢
up

> Elaine said.
ut Elain€’s husb“:‘d’

eck. Elaine

h
Michael had forgotten how few o

ft
assumed they would setde on ohmii 0[ e
hour driving around town he ha
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and search the yellow pages. The hotel he found wasn’t far from the hospi-
tal, which made sense, but annoyed him in a way that felt petty and selfish.

Michael and Elaine had packed a bag with a change of clothes in case
they decided to stay the night. It was a precaution against fatigue more
than anything else. When Connor had called Michael the night before, he
sounded annoyed but not worried. Just something that needs to come out,
was th.e way he put it. Michael pressed further, and when Connor became
defensive, Michael dropped it, saying only that he and Elaine would come
doer the next morning. Connor agreed begrudgingly, though it was clear
to Michael that this was why he called in the first place.

In the hotel room, Michael watched Elaine lay out their clean clothes
on the bed. Michael was standing beside the heater beneath the window.
He turned the heat to high, and warm blasts of air crashed around his chin
and ears.

“You're surprised,” she said.

“Of course I am.” Michael thumbed the window curtain, which was
thick and shabby. ,

:I had a feeling, Last night, I mean. When he called.”

I figured it was his appendix—something like that. I figured he was
embarrassed by the whole thing.”

“You should talk to him.”
We'te not big talkers. We're not—" Michael searched for the right

word. He w. i :
i s as feeling defensive, now, and he wanted to be as precise as pos-
sible. “We're not close like that.”

CED growing up, he had told
: : Father M i i
h.fe to save his brother’s, The priests wereuatrlizy B e

» Wwhose would it be?—
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“You want me there, but Connor needs to talk to you. He can't talk to
you the same with me there.”

There was a chain link fence on the perimeter of the parking lot, and
beyond the fence, a creck surrounded by trees. A few boys were smoking
cigarettes along the edge of the creek, and Michael watched them, wonder-
ing where they had come from and what was on the other side of the trees.
The boys lit new cigarettes from the tips of their old ones and threw the
butts into the water dismissively.

“He might die.” Michael didn’t move his eyes from the window.

“What a thing to say.”

“That’s a possibility, though.”

“Listen.” Elaine’s hands were on the side of his abdomen. She pushed

her face into the back of his neck. She didn’t say anything else.
“I registered under my name at the desk. As husband and wife. I wasn’t

going to but then I did.”
“I wish you hadn’t done that.”
Michael turned around so that he was facing her. “They gave me the

sheet, and I just wrote it in that way.”

The next day, Connor was restless and alert. The tranquilizers, it
seemed, had been abandoned.
»
“Can you believe these doctors? Now, they say Tuesday.” Connor
crossed his arms morosely. “It would be one thing if my nurses were beau-

tiful.” e
“They’re pushing back your date to be as careful as possible.” Michae

had no idea whether or not this was true. ! -
Connor eyed Michael suspiciously. “Did you bring me ﬂowers.. 4,
“I brought you a cheeseburger. » Michael held up the grease-stained bag.

° »
“You need to eat something.

't eaten a thin
“I can’t keep anything down. I'm too nervous. I haven’ eat g

since I found out.
. »
“Do you want to talk about it?

“Oh, Jesus.”

“What?”
“Did Elaine put you up to chis? Are we supposed to ha

wow?” )
“Im just worried about you.

ve some big pow-

37



the madison review

“I .
>
m WOIIlCd ab()ut me, too. \‘/C hat

headaches,
they told

do
and the , you want? I was having th
st Was)’a V::;l]ldnt stop. The doctors ran some tests agnd te}sle
Michael g —— Onor.hIt gvzsn’t the first thing I would have gquesnd 5
roses ther . the bedside table. Th : =
“Your ;i:l(f)‘fv’ a;ld he tried to spot a tag withoziebw'aS ; ‘:SC i
Il » B cin i
“My girlfrie ;Z Ozefnd these?” Michael fingered one o?tcl;evrlou&
The gesture tve weeks.” Connor scra =9
. S— tched the back :
in her shos eithero”re pronounced without his hair, “T Wzildof his head.
‘ , . . n't want to be
Michael nodd
ed, tryin
too much — g to seem understanding without allowing h
€N - . . er
“gd Elaine leave already>”
€’ at the hotel. Sh '
. She though
UtC' onnor reached over to takegt}:e“: should be alone.”
p ‘ ;_tl b)ack on the table. “Did her dj :
€s not makjng it casy.” !

Conn
or stretched hi
isa
rms out and cracked his knuckles, I
s. It seemed like

the movemen
t of a health
) thy person, ;
know what [ think,” Connopr sai(z] and Michael was glad to see it. “You

“Th 3
“YO:}V’VVC E)el:n separated for three years.”
ont be able to . -
Of . mar 1n »
;}/1118 :e repeated himself. «{,{) " VJ:C, (ihurch, "To emphasize the traged
ichael didn’t wan ' n’. y
t to get into | s
upset. He went ¢ getinto 1t again and he didn’
of Connor’s bed (’Hfile cEmer of the room and dra li;‘t want to seem
4 g r i
which was somethin e}’l ’(ei was forced to look at hifgbr ahChalr to the foot
face was thinner. andg Fh avoided. Connor looked s“;: er straight on,
> Wi 1 1.0
ith the bald head he seemed Vac aTd he didn’t. His
eyes wi 3 ways b guely sinister, li
ere quick and his speech ys been lean, and off the tranau; X ike a
Conﬁdent. There was nqulllzers, his
an authority in th
e

way he moved hj

is legs b

there : il asi m

were things he couldn’t see abj)hee}tls’m 110 remind Michael ch
e that

“Have
“It hasfi::):nb:len fraying?» Michael asked
ade t cd.
helped.” € tumor any smaller,” Cbiting
r paused. “But j¢’
: it’s

g He peered into it :
skepticall
vorce go through yet?” ptically then

his thumb a, icked up th
nd forefin € rosary beads
know whar he was doii: j\tf;ildnt look like he ;::1 pf Ub?ed one between
raying. Michael 4
idn’t
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back on the table, beside the flowers.
I was thinking,” Connor began. “1 have lots of time to

Michael leaned forward to show that he was listening.

“Do you remember Paula Daltrey? We went to high sc
“Paula? Sure.” The name sounded familiar.
“There you go. Well, I was thinking
“Not like the nurses.” Michael waite

did, too.

We went ice skating once. Did you

“I don’t think so.”

“\We did. On that cranberry bog where we u

After harvest was over eac

berries

nearby, which were too brackish to s
would play after school unti
h. There were no nets,

some other boys

they couldn’t navigate throug

boy who didn’t have skates, w

That was, what, ten years ago? Twelve?

able to imagine the transgression—the t

girl to that place.

“Why were you t
“You lie here all day,

and out of sleep,

“Maybe that golf
to push a button int
» Connor laughed. “May’
nius!” Michael wanted it t

“Maybe.

“My brother the ge

g abou

nor laughin

«Or maybe I'll come o

and these things ]
ball’s pus

h October, the bog was

from frost. The bog froze over better than any
kate on safely, an

t things, everythin

«That won' happen.”

Connor nodded gravely, 2
rprised him

d short-live

as hopeless.
emember when Mo

wave of sadness st
avage an

it was so S
everything W
“Do you r

was th
“] was thinkin

is hospital.’

]

g of that.

utave

d. For

» He had

about he

ust pop 1
hing a button in you

he air with his finger. Tt was a
be I'll come ou
o be like t

getable. That cou

nd the back of Michael’s

. not becaus

m was in the hospit

know that?”

ho promised he could play with
Fven at twenty-seven,
hrill—it must have been t

g not sO bad.

a moant,

n't been but he felt

39

e it was unexpected,
Michael was ¢€

do that lately.”

hool with her.”

r. She was very beautiful.”
d until Connor smiled before he

sed to play hockey.”

flooded to protect the
of the ponds or rivers
d he and Connor and

| the sky became a dimness
and there was always 2

out them.
Michael was
o bring a

hinking of Paula Daltrey?” Michael asked.

waiting for the doctor to visit, SO
nto your head.”

r brain.
calculated risk.

T i
¢ of surgery a genius!

rt of drifting in

”» He pretended

his: he and Con-

1d happens t00.”

eyes burned. The

but because

rtain that

a1>” Connor asked. “1

like he should have

t
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that he couldn’t remember the

as improvising,
¢ the parking lot.

been.
self. But realizing that he w

“Nobod}’ thou
ght she w : )
as going to die, and then she did.” i h d his hand sh d left f
pl’OCCSSlOD, (<] snappe iS anas ut an (< O

It was
a str. ange th'
1r1g to sa .
agreement ) y; and Michael o :
or disagreement, he wasn't s el bl n
ure.

“All w
¢
ever talk about is women,” C i
,” Connor said. He seemed pleased

e with Michael. “You
“He

Elaine agreed to com!

On Monday, the third day,
she said in the hospital elevator.

don’t have to do anything special,”

with this state
ment.
“Even When
« the woman’ :
) Pa‘ula Daltrey, thoug;n; l(1)ur inother,” Michizel 4ldad; app‘reaates you just being here.”
eid' You should reme . She Wis something:* Coranshiol bi Just being here,” Michael said. “That st enough.”
I thi mber her. is bald o :
think I remember her.” ) She was driving back to Boston the next morning. There was a presenta-
No. Yourd. g L. tion that her office said it couldn’t do without her. Earlier at the hotel,
Connor was right. Michael Michael had watched her straining on the phone. “No, it’s not my
Daltrey after all, though h ael had decided he couldn’t re brother.” She was dancing around “boyfriend,” 2 word that sounded trite,
Py 6] gh he wished he member Paula : . YD dit rious
. going to eat this,” Mich could. especially in the context of tragedy. He's very close to me and its a s¢
urge ’ ichael s id . [ . »
S r out of the bag, “if you're n s standing and pulling the cheese- operation. i u
. octor Saramago knocked S Michael was surprised t0 find the door to Connor’s room closed. He
e . ;
a handsome man with an un on the open door before coming in. H Jooked at Elaine, who shrugged, and knocked twice- There was 2 muffling
wore all day. When he saw N;O mfortable smile that Michael g 1n. He was ‘ of voices inside and a chair leg scraping against ile. When his father
turned toward Connor. “Th lshael he extended his hand to E}lesseddhe | opened the door, Michael’s first instinct was to ask how his mother was
o 5 J (o) » 1m |
“3’?5 what our mother tolcrioltlhe»r A asio . ‘ doing. :
Mi ell, you look alike.” S' e weren't expecting you just yet,” his father said-
o ichael felt ridiculous holding th «x\/hat are you doing here?” ;
DmoVed o ehe backkyislh iy th? cheeseburger. He slid it in “My son is in the hospital. You thought wouldrit com? A
abo octor Saramago tapped a j- VZ is brother and the doctor to the bag Michael pushed the door all the way open and stepped 37 2y r(~)olzlr"
ut the command in that cli ipboard with a pen. Mich ARRS priest was leaning forward, listening t© Connot, who Was ralking QU o
to make it and clipboard; from i ael thought } . ho clasped his hands in front
hiat ; who wasn’t, wheth om it, he could see wh _ Michael curned around tO Jook at his father, who € p ik
ey or.lWas it awful, Michaclw er ;°meone’s esicliidlesesven PIWaS golng of him, as .f about to enter .nto a long SOy’ He was even fattfer; ae it
nts looked at D ondered, to kn € mlgraines or ? 5 din the doorwa)’, unsure of wher ’
knew wha octor Saram S ow those thines? Michael remembered. Elaine stoo 1 . ik
t the ago, did h . Ings: When " . P 1 d,“ his fathel' Sa‘d- € wWas
ages were? result was, how long it was Z’(‘)’iue beblng the person who “Eathicr MCA{hSter isan old i
“You’re g to be, what the happy © come- . « hael. Take off your
ond to feaji:;ell:ome to stay,” Doctor Sar. percent- «qps all right-” Connor Was sitting up- Reallys Micha
p e was speaki X amago said I »
I should ARapEang ki, - It took Mi coat. . gather. “You 2% do
know if C(mbe going.” Michael reached for h Sase “you can ask him t© leave.” Michael gestured arbis
< nor wanted h. or iS c
Michael im there or oat and the b ) that.” o, i waved t© the doorway’
Ao Halfw‘:;\:d to Connor, who li&:;)t[; .It was easiest to go ag. He didn’t «Take off your coat. Take Elain€s (;;oat. : -‘n:org:ine gt ezed past his
own the hall, Mi is right h ) . : at but di e sake : :
rooms. He sat, and using hisl ,fMIChael veered into Oaﬂd, and headed for the MlChael i . Sdc (I)\‘/lﬁchael. He hadn't seet his father since his
Ingers as beads, beganne of the waiting father and walked ((.,wafl cionship with him had alway® s “5:‘ Tn(
> a .
to say a rosary to him- mothet” fUﬂCst 1cfll'lsdrethey had litde reason © keep 1P rouch. The 12
when his mot er d1ct
41
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Elaine Ie
. aned
whispered. her face up to Michael’s ear. “
ar. < Can’t t a_ke th
€ HOSt’” She

<«
You can't whag?”

hands
o over her ches
€, and a5 Fasls s
cr
n
nor burSt out: «

Whlch was tu‘e he
a ges

MCAHlStcr l d h‘ h
()WCIC S

Wh
at
are you doing>” ead to put a

wa
Y the Container
A

42

A %
¢ isn’t right, is it Father?”

touching his nose, his pinky dangling from
shook his head sympathetically.

som
betrayal; refusing the Church w

delity, he could even come to accept

the madison review

" , ] ,
I can’t receive,” Michael said.

“Are you Buddhist now?:”
» Michael looked at Father M

<« 3
I haven’t been to Mass in years.

cAllister.

closed mouth—his index finger

Father McAllister put his hand over his
Michael’s father

his chin—and

(<3 > - B

You're still Catholic,” Connor said.

@ .

That isn’t the point,” Michael said. “I'm not in a state of grace.”
eive,” Father McAllister said.

ump card, and

“You must be in a state of grace to rec
chael as if his statement W

gt
1d pardon t
but Michael’s bre

ere a tr
he Host wasn't the

heir father’s infi-
ach

Connor glared at Mi
chow a betrayal. Michael knew that refusin
as. Connor cou

Flaine’s divorce,
Not when it was $O volu
derstand why
ean to say to 2
lation in that,

was one that he could never forgive.

reversible. How could Connor ever un
om his salvation? What did it m

believer,
not for Connor 0Of

away fr
believe but I can’t?” There was no conso
Michael.
> Michael said. «That might be best.”

I'm going to leave now,
)
;on and wasnt

“That might,” Connor agreed.
d expected an object

Michael zipped up his coat. He ha

¢ to do with this.

> Elaine said. She ook one of Conn
ly; Connor didn't grip bac
] didn’t want to leave.

on the walk back to
d when they 8¢ insi

d said: “\¥/e can S
”»

or'’s hands and grippcd it.

quite sure wha
k. He was angrys OF

«“Take care,’
Michael watched careful
hurt, and Michae
ael didn’t say anything
e hallways, an
he dashboard an
we can stay-
ean: stateé of grace

«\y/hat does

«I¢ doesn't have t© mean anything: I¢'s stran
i i for me t00.” .
with a priest- [t was strange 5 ) :
; | crossed his arms over b

“you knew what to do.” Michae '
«“\Xhere di

ed the steering wheel.

He moved
car, Elain€ Jaid
while. If

the car-
de the

maybe
ray here fora

Mich
slowly through th
her hands flaton t

akes you feel better,
that even m

>’7
’ room llkc that

itm
ge being in 2

elbow bump
«] don't k

Michael looke
43
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She’(i wa
nt to
. goto h
Really, it woald mak:rrn apartment first: to shower
W(Ziuldn’t do that. For hj ore sense to leave now, th-azg change her clothes
a : 2 .
fan F)e gone by five_th ;m, she would stay. She'd 1s afternoon, but she
ilC]e in the bathroom :ﬁ She would dress qmcdgef a wake-up call at five
51 ow to kiss him be%ofz hher hair into a pOnyta]y in the dark, wash her
. e il, oo pe
noi?d(r;ve? Would she Woriye left. And what would :}? ; ﬁ& his head off the
* OUrwould she K over Connor, over hj e think about durin
:}ZOP herself, actually :l ) Se}llﬁsh thoughts~hoe\fv}i{lm worrying about Con :
eS am £ . :
o ag&‘)more Bridge, o0 sa ef‘ palm against the Stee‘: this affect me?>—and
ing? ;lors point of view?” OY’ be more understan T ng wheel driving over
wali< imple and foolish, A rwas this all just his ow, g,.[r)_’ and see this from
e ,;lVlVaY, maybe ,'maglzn. Wa;te of time with his b . llimlted Wiy atthinie
ike to ing this as th rother a fi i
«1.> gO t € I Vi
165 not far from b, Sandy Neck,” Mich ast full day of his life. "
“All righ m here.” ; chael said, reaching f;
<<Becag t. We can do thar Wh g for Elaines hand.
; use we're h . ’ Ves
Elaine smiled, 1, er?\/;lght now;, and we
, but Mj can
ichael could barely uni(c):rto Szndy g
stand it himself,
. She

reached for h
er seatb .
buckle, he leancd £ elt with her free h .
orward to kiss b and, and just as it click d
€L, ICKe in[O [he

brother
the last b
pa our to hj
" ad looked like hell i
ingers. e
“It wasn’t hj
“ is fighti i
s s fighting weight,” M
; Ca;pus}lmg e f }:, I\fxchael said.
see straight through};oo“f’
u.” Mich

COnnoI. d
rummed hjg abdome
n with his
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ine himself, Michael wished he hadn’t said it. “You'll have some steaks to

cat when you get out of here.”

“You treating, rich man? I'll take two.”
Michael nodded. He would buy his brother a steak. And if they went tO

il) bar afterwards, he would buy the pitchers, smiling when his brother
egan to feel them. Connor was his younger brother; Michael didn’t see

how that could change.
“Elaine’s coming back tonight. Afte

en you

 work. We'll both be here wh

you don’t think I don’t.”

come to.”
«I like Elaine.” Connor paused. “T hope

“] know you like her.”

“T just don’t like that she’s
“You don’t like that she’s se
Connor moved his bald hea

ment more thana concession. B

¢ meant it politely.
. ”»

again. Connor sC

d was shaking. “Ev

married.”

parated.”

d from side to side. It was an acknowledg-

ut Michael wasn't offended. He knew that,

in a way, Conno

“yYou should go to Mass ratched his nose and Michael
en if you cant marry: you

could see that Connor’s han

should go.”
“\We can marry.”
“There’s a church in your neighborhood. I looked it up.”
«] was thinking death bed repemance."

“That’s dicey.”

«(Oscar Wilde did it.”

«Oscar Wilde did a lot of things
Oscar wilde.”

Michael walked to the bed
he'd come- There was
wondered i his father
He reached into t

already dry and faded.”
«1 was loOpY when 1 6
«1 don’t mind.”
«]’m sorry for t

_You don’t want t© play that game with

1 able to sit since

side table. He hadn’t bee
flowers on the table, and he

d bouquet of
had been there the day before-

a secon
it, if it
one. The flowers were

had brought

he way

chat.”
«1¢’s all right- ! .
ing about thin

«pve been thi
45
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thae?” Conn .

or lifted his b
Paper underneath it, wh; Eok off the
my good looks.” ch he ha

e C;able. There was a single piece of
to Michael. “You're in it. You get

a
i Ezrr iln ;m uneven script, halfway down th
1al. K )
i n Mom’s cemetery, if possible. U
iy se on the paper. i
Michael said.

. .
page, was written: Cathol
mo
ney. There was i
nl nothin
) 18 1s ridiculous
>
Just be in charge.”

Michael fold

. ed the .

knew instantly that thepaper in fours and placed it in his back pocker. H
pocket. He

his life. “Your’ paper wa .

— o4 Il be fine.” s something he would

) If you'll excuse me‘ . have for the rest of
Two steaks. My treat.”

Con
- I’lor held up two fin

ave .
an appointment.”

<«
Con )
nor Sald
¢ you
‘Ye i were staying here,” ough.
“I'm under any minute,”
€ant to st ¥
(0] b » S
myself to do jr.” P by.” His father coughed into h
« 3 2 into hj «
Elain. is fist. “T
i o - “I couldn' bri
“Ies difficulc fare going later. You can ing
o C »
that.” r me. It was diffy ome,
teult with your h
mother, I .
L SUH rem
ember
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pect drinking, on him it seemed endearing.

ut here?” Michael asked.

How long have you been waiting o
from the underside

“Not long.” His father kicked a chunk of brown ice

- <« . 5 . . o
of his car. “Elaine’s staying here. Things must be pretty serious.”

“She comes back tonight.” It pained Michael to hear his father talk like
this, to start the conversations they would have if they kept in touch. He
briefly considered inviting him to his room, but he knew he wouldn’t
come. This was goodbye, now, in the parking lot.

“You be good to her. Shelooks like your mother.”

“She doesn’t look like Mom.”

«A little around the eyes, maybe.”
Michael nodded. He would grant
about: Elaine had never met his mot

“\Well, I suppose I'm off.” His father pulled his ke
Even in the cold, his hands looked delicate. Likea priest’s,

him that. It was strange to think

her. She never would.
ys from his pocket.
his mother had

said.
“Elaine and 1 will be there later.”

«Iike I said. Since your mother—

«Offer’s on the table.”
His father nodded and opened the car door. Every
red if it would be the last. They'd never

how to act. Even when Michael said goo

time Michael saw
known what t© say

him h d
im he won € db)’C, it sounded

to each other,

like a question.
Michael called Elaine as soon as he got back to t

picked up, and he figured she W
and if she wasn't there, hed call a
He wanted control over his voice. :
i ha ned Wi

He was hungry: That was something that nev;rt thsf:)oking)

> ied to s
It wasnt that sh:1 always cooked (they 1€ e chinking he could
re they ate.

he room. Nobody

as at 2 meeting: Hed call in 2 half-hour,

gain. He didn’t want t© Jeave a MEssage:
th Elaine.
just that

Michael opened . ything and he
. q.c alkin distance. L

ithin walking with a longing for Elam'es
ere hardly any e

hair, the
the parking

she made su
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was struck,
i her laugh,

lot. The clouds
Michael followed the

his eyes- The fence Was P
unning their cr1ip
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pled fingers thro the wind-

over it, I
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through the trees had
oeh the e completely frozen o
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dr’t wet his skin yet and

him a beautiful girl was

as so much time. The cold ha
le red fish

nes. Beside

seemed like there w
beneath them, invisib

the sun was still trapped among the pi
tightening her laces, while everywhere

swam indifferent to the ice.
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